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queen  of  SCTTHIA. 

AN 

o  P  E  R  A, 

V 

As  it  is  Perform’d  at  the 

V 

TheAhvx!.  Royal  hi  T>rury-Lam. 

Moft  Humbly  Infcrib’d  to  the 

Right  Honourable  the  Lord  RTALTON. 


^yP.  MOTTEUX 


L  0  N  D  0  N: 

'  Printed  for  Jacob  Tonfon-,  within  Qrays-Inn  Gate  next 

Grays-lnn  Lane,  1707^ 


TH  O’  all  the  Airs  of  this  Opera  are  by  the  famous  Scar- 
latti  and  Buononcini,  except  a  few  by  other  great  Ma¬ 
hers,  neither  the  Words,  the  Thoughts,  nor  the  Defign  owe 
any  thing  to  Italy,  except  the  Advantage  of  the  Mufick  3  to 
which,  with  more  Pleafure  yet  than  Pain,  I  have  endeavour’d 
to  make  ’em  fubfcrvient ;  I  hope  thofe  who  would  not  have 
Senfe  facrific’d  to  Sound,  nor  the  Mind  difpleas’d  while  the 
Ears  are  entertain’d,  will  confider  the  Difficulties  in  working 
fo  many  Airs  of  different  Kinds  into  one  Subjeft,  and  in  put¬ 
ting  Words  wholly  different  from  the  Italian,  to  Songs  fo  full 
of  pathetick  Notes  and  nice  Graces,  in  a  Language  perhaps  too 
manly  for  fuch  Compofures,  if  not  manag’d  with  the  utmoft 
Art.  As  here  the  Choice  of  the  Songs  was  not  my  Province, 
I  may  the  better  do  Juftice  to  the  Gentleman  who  provided 
that  Part  of  the  Entertainment.  Tho’  Mufick  is  only  his 


^verfion,  the  befi:  Matters  allow  him  to  be  fo  good  a  Judge, 

tiTaL  *  s._  ^  Jovjtt  bwxt  kio  ColLetftion  will  be  ge¬ 

nerally  approv'd^  tho'  ’tis  impoffible  that,  in  fuch  a  Variety, 
every  Thing  fhould  pleafe  every  particular  Fancy.  As  for  the 
Recitative,  Mr.  ^efufeh  is  known  to  be  fo  great  a  Compofer, 
that  there  is  no  doubt  but  he .  has  alfo  done  his  Part  in  thati 
and  in  adding  fuch  Ritornels,  and  other  Mufick,  as  were  ne- 
celfary  to  make  the  whole  a  Compleat  Opera. 


PROLOGUE. 

Long  had  a  rejllefs  Monarch's  bom  die fs  Sway 
Made  half  the  Globe  or  tremble,  or  obey } 

Uoomd,  like  his  Subjebds,  all  Mankind  his  Slaves  } 

By  Choice  dejlroying,  as  blefs'd  ANNA  faves 
And,  t urning  all  his  Neighbours  into  Foes, 

Grudg'd  Men  Heav'n's  darling  Gifts  of  Freedom  and  Repofe. 
T  oppofe  his  Force  was  more  than  Man  cotdd dares 
Heav’n  had  referv'd  that  Glory  for  the  Fair. 


With 


With  Virtues  crown'" adorned  with  ev^ry  Grace, 
A  ^een  then  rul^d  a  [Varlike  Northern  Race ; 

Who  blefs^d  and  free^  contented  with  their  own^ 
For  Glory  fought^  and  the  Worlds  Good  alone, 
TDown^  by  her  Arms^  Grand  Cyrus  foon  was  hurl'd. 
And,  by  a  Woman^  Heav'n  revenged  the  World, 

So  fince  AN  N  A,  in  a  happy  Hour, 

Jove  gave  his  Scales  of  Jufttce,  and  of  Fow'r, 
Infpifd  by  Her^  what  Wonders  ftill  afford 
Wclhmanag' d  Treafures,  and  her  Warrior's  Sword i 
From  willing  Mines,  with  more  than  Human  Care, 
Spirits  are  dealt  thrd  evry  Nerve  of  War.  i 

Her  Gmius  quells  the  Worlds  ambitious  Foe : 

""Tis  Valour  (trikes,  and  Frudence  guides  the  Blow, 
let,  when  this  F)ay  we  Jhow  a  Scytbian  ffueen.^ 
Think  not  we  dare  attempt  a  Modern  Scene, 
AsF^xMpms  Beauties  all  the  World's  excel. 

Great  A  N  N  Ns  Reign  dtfdains  a  Farallel, 


1  lie  Ferlbns  Reprcfented. 

.  _  , .  ■)  Signiora  Margaritay 

fhomjiris,  Queep  or  Scythtay  ^  ^  Treble. 

o  Mr.  Hughs-,  or  Sig- 

OfonteSy  her  S&n  and  General}  ^  nior  Valent inOy 

J  A  Contra-tenor. 

Cleora,  a  ‘P.erfian  Princefs,  Niece  to^  ToftSy 

Cyrus ^  and  defign’d  by  him  to  mar-  ?  ^  Treble. 

ry  Tigrancsy  ^ 

T/Jtranes  Kino-  of  Jrmenia>  Cyrus’sYMx.  Lawrence y 
Allie  ’  °  -  J  A  Tenor. 

’  \Mr.  Lever idge, 

Baldoy  waits  on  Qrontes,  i  A  Bafe.  A 

1  Mrs.  Lind  fey y 

Media,  v/aits  on  Ueora,  J  Treble. 

The  SCENE  is  in  that  Bart  of  Scythia,  inhahitei 

by  the  Mallagetes. 

The  Time  of  Aclion  about  Three  T)ays. 

^  T  H 


THOMYRIS, 

QUEEN  of  SCYTHIA 


A  G  T  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


SCENE  A  Tent  in  a  Camp,  Trees  on  both  Sides. 
Cleora  is  difcover  d  in  "a  melancholic  Pojlurt,  Media 
by  her  j  Guards  at  a  Dijiance. 

Cleo.  ■  "^ROM  Scythian  Bonds,  to  Perjta's  Court, 

Oh  !-  hov  iliall  I  return  ? 

Muffc  J,  a!as  !  be  Fortune’s  Sport, 

And  only  live  to  mourn  ? 

A  I  R. 

lI^Rcedom,  thou  greatefl;  Blelling, 
why  have  I  lolt  thy  Joys  ? 

Pining,  no  Reft  poflefling, 

Grief  all  my  Hours  employs. 

Thy  Lois  no's?  to  my  Eyes 
A  Flood  of  T ears  will  coft : 


B 


Oh: 


a  r  H  0  Mr  R  I  s. 

oh !  why  do  we  not  prize 
Our  Treafore  ’till  ’tis  loft ! 

Freedom,  (frc. 

Med.  Ceale,  Princeft !  Calm  your  Thoughts  to  Peace ! 
Nor,  grieving  thus,  your  Woes  increafe. 

Women,  fram’d  for  loft  Alarms, 

May  of  Eaftern  Kings  complain, 

“  ,Who  luxurious,  ev’n  in  Arms, 

“  clog  Armies  with  a  Female  Train, 

The  Lumber  of  the  War  we  prove  j 

And  grace  no  Camp,  but  that  of  Love. 

Pray  Note,  2  hat  throughout  the  Opera  i^hatever  is  mark'd  thus  roith  double 
Comma's  in  the  Margent,  and  between  jwo  black  JRules,  is  left  outy  to  Jhorten  tlut 
Ter  for  mane  e» 

Yet,  tho’  fiurpriz’d  by  Scythian  Foes, 

The  Niece  of  Cyrus  feels  unufual  Woes, 

That  Monarch,  fortunate  and  great. 

Will  ibon  reverie  our  Fate; 

And  ftubborn  Scythia  lliall  obey 
His  Arbitrary  Sway. 

,  >  AIR. 

jT^Ver  merry, 

'  Gay  and  airy. 

Be  adjourning 
Care  and  Mourning! 

Sorrow  never  comes  too  late ; 

We’re  impairing 
By  Dclpairing. 

We’re  improving. 

Care  removing, 

O 

Then  be  happy,  Ipite  or  Fate .' 

Ever  merry,  Cleo* 


3 


f  HO  Mr  R  IS. 

Cleo.  Thy  gay  Huaiour,  to  my  Grief 
Brings  no  Cure,  tho’  fome  Relief. 

Yet,  in  Innocence  fecure. 

Bravely  I’ll  the  vorft  endure  j 
Like  thee,  ftrive  my  Heart  to  cheat  ■, 

And  lull  afleep  my  Care. 

AIR. 

"WJ  Hat  fliould  alarm  me  ? 

^  ^  No  Foe  can  harm  ms. 

Let  Virtue  arm  me  i 
Fears  will  be  vain. 

Yet,  Freedom  wanting, 

My  Brcaft  they’re  haunting ; 

My  Heart  is  panting, 

I  live  it!  Pain. 

What  Ihould,  i^c. 

SCENE  ir. 

The  Scene  changes,  and  difeovers  Thomyris  feated  in 
State,  Courtiers,  Guards,  and  other  Attendants. 

Thom,  rifing.  With  Heav’n’s  and  your  AlTent, 
Queen  of  the  Northern  World  I  reign  5 
Blels’d  in  your  Eale,  with  Mind  intent 
Your  Freedom  to  maintain. 

My  Soul  no  greater  Empire  craves  ; 

’Tis  nobler  thus  -rriy  Pow  r  to  hold. 

And  lead  by  Love  the  Free  and  Bold, 

Than  drive  a  World  of  Slaves. 

AIR. 

TY  Oule,  ye  Brave,  for  Fame  and  Glory, 

And  oppole  invading  Spight! 

B  i 


Drive 
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Drive  the  flavifti  Foe  before  ye ! 

Turn  to  Terror  ali  their  Raging! 

You  muft  conquer  when  engaging, 

’Tis  for  Liberty  you  fight. 

Roufe,  ye,  '^c. 

Enter  Orontes,  and  kneels  to  Thomyris. 

Oron.  Hail !  mighty  Emprefi  ! 

*  0  mia  Rezina  I 

o  - 

•  Note,  The  lParf  0/ Orontes  iteing  Sung  by  Valentino,  At  the  Defire  of  moft  of 

the  Nobility  who  fubferib'd  for  the  frjl  'Performances  of  this  OpsrAy  you  have  here  the 
fame  in  Italian,  as  it  is  tranfated  out  of  Engliflv  and  adjufied  to  the  fame  Mujkk, 

Tho..  Rife,  my  Son.  : 

Oren.  Return’d  with  Spoils  your  Arms  have  won. 
Permit  me  at  your  Feet  to  blefi 
Kind  Heav’n,  and  you,  for  our  Succefi. 

And  may  this  firfl:  Advantage  prove 
A  happy  Gmen  from  above ! 

Vincitor  qudl  to  ritorno, 

Vehl  Lafciate  d  wojlri  piedi 
Ch’  to  ringriTzi)  in  fi  bel  giorno, 

Voi,  e  r  del  di  tal  mttoriay  ''' 

Pritno  grade  a  nuova  gloria ! 

Tho.  So  foon  victorious  / 

-  Oron.  The  numerous  Foe,  to  pals  the  Flood, 

At  difiant  Fords  divided  ftood. 

A  Parr,  Ipread  o’er  the  Field, 

Was  charg’d,  and  forc’d  to  yield  : 

And  here  the  Conquer’d  wait. 

From  you  to  know  their  Fate. 

Ttnto  Jpejfo  I’lnimico 

Di  pajfar  r  oppoflo  ftme  i  Ma 


rifes. 


T  HO  Mr  R  IS. 

Ma  il  Valor  dell  'armi  niofive 
L'ajfali,  I’opprejfe,  e/vinfe: 

E  il  ruhel  conobJ^e  in  ^ano, 

Ch'il  fuo  fat 0  e  in  njojlra  niano. 

Tho.  I’ll  fee  ’em  now,  and  blcfs 
The  Pow’rs  who  grant  Succels! 

The  Trumpets,  Kettle-Drums,  Hohovs,  &c.  begin  a 
Warlike  Movement.  Enter  feveral  Scythian  Soldi¬ 
ers,  voith  Enjigns,  Standards  and  other  Trophies, 
and  leading  feveral  Feruan  Prifoners,  and  Cleora 
lajl,  attended  by  Media.  _  r 

Tho.  Soldiers,  flay,  and,  e’re  you  go. 

Leave  with  me  that  Female  Foe.' 

\The  Soldiers  having  left  Cleora,  march  and  Exeunt. 

Cleora  unveils. 

Cleo.  Feaft,  Thomyris,  feafl  your  Eyes 
With  a  weak,  tho’ Royal  Prize! 

Oron.  Guard  me  Heav’n :  what  Charms  I  view. 
Charms,  that  Conqu’rors  may  lubdue  1  [Ajidei 

§^4ai  bellezze,  o  Dei, '  veggie, 

Ond’e  vinto  il  vincitore !  -  ' 

Cleo.  Shou’d  the  Foe  no  Favour  find. 

To  the  Virgin  yet  be  kind  !  ' 

You’ll  perhaps  but  lend  to  Day 
What  Cleora  may  repay. 

AIR. 

^^Ently,  gently,  treat  my  Sorrow, 

The  Compaffion  that  1  borrow. 


I 
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I  to  Morrow  may  return. 

Soon  to  Mourning 
Joy  is  turning. 

I  was  happy  in  the  Morning, 

In  the  fiv’ning  here  I  mourn.  • 

-Gently,  (^c.  [ 

Tha.  Mov’d  with  Pity,  not  with  Fear, 

Princefi,  we  the  Yielding  (pare. 

Let  an  ambitious  reftlefs  Foe, 

8e  proud  of  univerlal  Woe. 

Whoe’er  true  Greatnels  underftood 

Knows,  to  be  great  is  to  be  good, - 

Honour’d,  fafe,  and  Icrv’^  like  me. 

In  Scythia  then  remain. 

The  Court  your  only  Prifon  be. 

Your  Word  your  only  Chain. 

-AIR. 

T^lO  more  let  Sorrow  pain  ybu!  , 

^  Our  Love  alone  ihall  chain  you } 

And  ev’ry  Joy  ieftorc. 

New  Plealurcs  Ihall  detain  you: 

Liberty  can  give  no  more. 

No  more,  ^c.  {Exit  Thom,  and  Attendants. 

Oron.  By  my  Royal  Mother  cheat’d. 

What,  bright  Princefi,  can  be  fear’d? 

Firm  in  Prote6tion,  and  in  Love, 

To  fave  and  blefs  is  all  her  Aim.  , 

Gracious,  like  the  Pow’rs  above. 

And,  like  ’em.  Still  the  Same. 

Princifejfa  piu  vezzofa 

Delle  Stelky  che  temetel  S’ a^data 


T  HO  MX  R  IS. 

S’affdaia  nel  amove 

Vi  mia  Madve  gia  •voi  fietC) 

Como  Sprito  immovtahy 

Sempe  dejfa,  e  Sempre  equale. 

_ _  -  — 

I  ^ELL  me,  vhy  ftill  lament  you? 

What  Sorrow  can  torment  you  ? 

Your  Eyes  command  their  Fate. 

«  Charmer,  ’tis  you  alarm  us : 

“  Your  very  Tears  dil^m  us ; 

You  fhine  in  ev’ry  State. 

Cleo.  Thankful  for  your  kind  Rclicli 
**  Yet  untun’d  for  Joy  by  Gricfy  '  ' 

Let  me,  gen’rous  Prince,  compofe 
A  Breail  ftill  mov’d,  tho’  eas’d  of  ftormy  Woes ! 

“  Ovofi^  I.muft  leave  you - Yeti’ll  view,  — — 

“  Oh !  1  muft  tear  my  ftlf  fiom  you. 

“We  lofe  with  Eafc,  by  Beauty’s  Charms, 
what  with  Toil  we  got  by  Arms; 

“  The  Fair,  iubdu’d,  a  fweeter  Conqueft  gains, 

“  And  the  Proud  Victor  wears  the  Captive’s  Chains. 

 ^ 

13  Right  Wonder  of  Nature, 

Divine  in  each  Feature, 

You  conquer  all  Hearts; 

Admiring,  we’re  dying  ; 

’Tis  only  by  flying 

We’re  iafe  from  your  Darts. 

Bright,  '  [Exit  Orontes. 

Veli- 
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Delitie  degl'  accht, 

Ccmtento  del  I’ alma, 

Deh !  Lafcia  il  rigor. 

Non  niedi  ch'io  msro 
Suave  rijloro 
D’amante  mio  Cor  ? 

Delitie,  .  Da  Capo. 
Cleo.  He’s  gone — — ’tis  W1 


not  ali  my  Pride 


Cou’d  my  Diforder  hide. 

Ye  PoVrs,  Oh!  whether  fliall  t  move  ? 

From  War’s  Alarms,  i  turn  to  thole  of  Love. ' 

A  I  R. 

M^i.l^lEver  let  your  Heart  dclpair, 

-  -  ^  While  the  Gods  with  Charms  have  crown’d 


Tho’  deljgning  Foes  lurround  you,  ■ 

Spight  and  Envy  cannot  wound  you. 

Innocence,  lhail  guard  the  Fair. 

Never  let,  ^c. 

Cleo.  I  chide  my  panting  Heart  in  vain 
I  feel  a  loft,  a  ftrange  Emotion  reign  j 
And  dread,  yet  love  the  Pleafure,  and  the  Pain. 
AIR. 

know  not  what  alarms  me. 

And  warms  me. 

Gently  growing. 

Now  all  my  Brcalt  is  glowing : 

My  Heart  is  firing. 

I  know  not  what  to  name 
The  Iccret  pleafing  Flame  j 


[you. 


But 
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But  fiire,  if  Love’s  the  fame. 

Sweet  is  expiring.  - 

I  know,  [Exit  Cleora. 

AIR,  that  may  he  fung  injlead  of  the  foregoing. 

Love  would  invade  me: 

My  Eyes  have  betray’d  me. 

.Pride  would  arm  me; 

But  my  Heart  (ays,  ’tis  vain. 

when  the  Foe  but  invades  me,  to  charm  me. 

Danger  ne’er  can  alarm  me  with  Pain. 


Med.  Armenja  s  Vtinccy  T/gmww,  now  in  vain 
May  ftrive  Cleora’s  Heart  to  gain.  • 
what  on  him  would  beftow, 

“  Is  doubly  conquer’d  by  his  Foe. 

Enter  Baldo. 

Bald.  Fair  Damfel,  if  it-  is  a  Fault 
T’  intrude  upon  a  Virgin’s  Thought, 

Let,  from  the  Prince,  this  precious  Stone, 

-From  me,  this  precious  Heart  atone. 

Med.  Fair-lpeaking  Sir,  ’tis  well  addrefb. 

I,  for  the  Ring,  exculc  the  reft.  _ 

Bald.  To  gain  by  yours,  your  Lady’s  Favour, 

Is  a  young  Lover’s  firft  Endeavour. 

And,  when- the  Pair  of  Turtles  cod,  V 

Baldo  the  trufty  Squire,  and  you. 

In  Courfe  know  what  we  have  to  do.  ’ 

Affd.  I’ll  ferve  the  Prince  5  and,  as  for  you, 

I  guels  you  have  not  much  to  do. 


C  A  I  R. 
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AIR. 

Bald.  ^1 Y  Delight,  my  Dear,  my  Princels ! 

--  A  Delire  I  lofe  my  Senles. 

I  before  you  feel  vith  Fury 
My  Blood  hurry 
Thro’  ev’ry  Vein: 

Like  a  Dart 
I  feel  a  Smart, 

And  fomething  tickle  at  my  Heart. 

Dying  thus  who  can  complain  ?  ' 

,I  had'  vow’d  to  play  the  Royer, 

Fool  with  Love,  or  give  it  over : 

But  who  can,  tho’  grave  and  wile, 

’Scape  thcfe  Dimples,  Lips  and  Eyes! 

Then,  to  blefs  you, 

rii  addrels  you,  -  ,  ■ 

Prels  you,  kils  you,  and  carefs  you  j 
’Till  like  me,  you  cry,'  ’Tis  vain. 

Oh !  ^  my  Dear,  to  frown  and  feign ; 

Dying  thus,  who  can  cdmplain ! 

Med.  Hold !  how  dare  you  be  fo  urging  > 

'Would  you  ravifli  here  a  Virgin  ? 

Think  you  for  your  Ring  I’ll  bear  it  ?  , 

There  it  is - But  I’ll  never  wear  it'. 

[she  makes  an  Offer  to  gime  hm  hack  the  Bingy  and 
at  his  Approach  puts  it  up  again, 

A  I  R. 

X'  A  Way,  you  Rover  !  ^ 

For  lhame  give  over!. 

You  play  the  Lover, 

So  like  an  Afi..  ■  ^ 


THOMTRIS. 

You  prefs,  and  thunder. 

To  bring  us  under; 

Then  all  you  plunder. 

And  leave  the  Place. 

Tho’  you’  re  for  ftorming. 

And  think  you’re  charming. 

Your  faint  performing 
We  read  in  your  Face. 

Away,  ^c. 

Bald.  I’ll  be  conftant,  never  fear ! 

Tho’  that’s  flrangely  out  of  Fafliion. 

If  you  doubt  me,  come,  my  Dear, 

Take  an  Earneft  of  my  Paffion ! 

A  I  R. 

Med.  T^Rithee  leave  me !  prefume  not  to  court 
Bald.  Pray  relieve  me,  or  do  not  tranfport 
Med.  You  fb  tire  me,  that  I  muft  fly.  . 

Bald.  You  fb  fire  me,  that  I  mufl  try. 

Med.  You’re  fb  teizing. 

O 

Bald.  You’re  fb  pleafing. 

Med.  So  prefuming. 

Bald.  So  confuming. 

Med.  So  affrighting,  that  I  mufl  fly. 

Bald.  So  delighting,  that  I  mufl  try. 

Med.  Tho’  Bees  may  the  Sweets  be  lharing. 
Which  they’re  repairing. 

Empty  Drones  deferve  ’ 

To  flarve. 


H 


me! 
me ! 


Bald. 
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Bald.  Like  the  Bees  thofe  Sveets  be  Charing, 

Still  repairing. 

Empty  Drones 
Alone  ftiould  llarve. 

[She  retires  and  goes  off",  Baldo  follonuing  her  all  the  ’whiles 


SCENE  III.  A  Prifon. 

9 

Tigrmcs  is  difco^er’d  in  Chains,  nuith  a  Letter  ‘which 

he  has  been  ‘writing. ,  He  rifes. 

AIR. 

_  N 

Tigr.  Toy  and  Empire  are  no  more. 

J  Hope  and  Freedom  are  no  more. 

Fate  of  Comfort  does  bereave  me : 

Love  alone  vrill  never  leave  me. 

And  delpairing  I  adore. 

Joy  and  Empire  are  no  more, 


Die,  ^  Tigranes,  then  unknown. 

To  thy  felf  a  Stranger  grown! 

Shall  Cleora  know  from  me 
Still  I  live,  and  Che  not  free  ? — ~  - 
But  oh  1  Love  once  more  bids  me  try 
To  free  the  Fair,  and  die. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Thou  Keeper  of  this  Seat  of  Woe, 

With  this  (a  Soldier  to  relieve) 

To  doQ  Perjian  Princcfr  go,  [Gifves  him  a  Letter. 
And  Chare  the  Gift  I  may  receive  i  [Exit  Keeper. 


THOMTRIS. 

\ 

Cruel  Powrs,  to  you  ’tis  known 
How  (her  Freedom  to  retrieve) 

I  fought^  and  loft  my  own. 

But,  ’till  I  both  regain. 

Can  I  her  Love  obtain  ! 
Unhappy  Princes  (iie  in  vain. 
AIR, 
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T  N  vain  is  conaplaining ; 

The  Waj  of  obtaining 
Is  bravely  to  dare ! 

Fate  eale  me  i 
Releaft  me  / 

My  Paflion  fo  rages, 

Succeft  it  engages. 

Or  noble  E^elpair. 

In  vain  is  complaining : 

The  Way  of  obtaining 

Is  bravely  to  dare.  [Exit  Tigranes. 


S  C  E  N  E:  iV.  xl  Palace. 


Enter  Thomyris. 

AIR. 

Tho.f^  Axes,  on  a  Crown  attending. 

How  prefling  is  your  W eight  I 
Crouds  to  the  Great  arc  bending } 

But  Cares  command  the  Great ; 

Cares,  pn  a  Crown  attending, 

How  prcfliilg  is  your  Weight » 

EnteKOiontes. 

Or  on.  How  pleas’d  were  I,  cou’d  1  but  fliare, 

Tho’  not  your  Empire,  yet  your  Care  ?  ^al 
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pacer j  fe  dividejii 
pene  meco  Ji  molejlel 

1  ho.  I  tharik  your  Love — But  oh !  my  Soil, 

'^fhen  you,  the  Hopes  of  Scythia,  run 
Into  the  Dangers  others  fliun. 

The  Nation  fears ;  I  grieve  unfeen ; 

/Indj  in  the  Mother,  loie  the  Queen. 

“  Then  wifely  temper  and  controul 
’  “  That  noble  Ardour  of  your  Soul. 

Or  on.  when  you.  Great  Queen,  in  Souls  infpire 
“  Your  more  than  Awaxonian  Fire, 

Shall  I  not  dare?  and  with  Applaufe?  ^ 

“  For  inch  a  Queen,  and  fuch  a  Caufe  ? 

Tho.  Two  Hundred  Thoufapd 
Our  plains  with  War  and  Horror  fill. 

Our  Troops  are  few  ■,  but  thole  to  join 
The  Kins  of  Pontus  does  incline. 

The  Pledge  of  Union  is  to  be 

His  beauteous  Daughter,  blefl  with  thee. 

For  this  the  People  fiie,  this  now  the  State  demands  j 
The  Mother  counfels  ■,  but  the  Queen  commands. 

Oron.  Tho’ the  Subjecl  muft  comply, 

‘‘Great  Queen,  oh!  grant  a  fhort  Reprieve j 
“  Yet  averle  to  fuch  a  Tye, 

To  the  Son  fomc  Moments  give, 

“To  ftrive  not  to  deny. 

Tho.  Think - But, know,  fuperior  Fate 

“  Dooms  the  Great  ’ 

“  To  be  Vidims  to  the  State.  Exit  Thom. 

Oron,  Vidlims  indeed - -  You 
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You  Pow’rs  above ! 

1 

Oh  1  mull  I  facrince  my  Love  < 

Enter  C\qot2l. 

Oron.  But  fee !  fhe  comes - Oh  !  how  Ihe  charms ! 

How  ftruggling  Reafbn  flie  difarms! 

Forgive,  forgive,  you  Rules  of  State ! 

I  yield  to  Her,  and  Fate. 

Her  very  Silence  is  perfiiading. 

There  is  no  Choice>  when  {he’s  invading. 

!  con^ien  tradir  /’  amove. 

Ma  sen  mene.  O  come  e  hellal 
Contro  amor  non  ^al  ragione.  ^ 

Deh  !  voi  majjime  di  jlato,  ^ 

Perdonatel  io  cedo  al  fata,  ' 

Cleo.  Oh!  my  Bluihes  will  reve  al 
The  Flame  I  wou’d  conceal. 

Oron.  Lovely  Princefs,  oh !  forgive  me  ! 

Turn  not  from  me,  do  not  leave  me, 

W'ith  a  pitying  Look  reprieve  me  / 

Prefs’d  _from  you  my  Heart  to  tear, 

I  grow  daring  by  Defpair.  - 

Deh  !  Mia  hella,  ah  I  perdoTiate  !  '  •  . 

No?i  fugite,  e  confoJatc 
Con  m  zuardo  I' amor  mio  f 

o 

II  veder  di  fpenre  un  raggio 
Mi  da  fnrza,  e  piu  coraggio. 

“  With  one  Look  my  Flame  approve, 

“  And  I  fwear  Eternal  Love. 

“  Cleo.  Ah!  Prince. 

Oron.  Speak,  my  Goddefi  !  {peak my  Fate; 


1  dread  nothing,  but  your  Hate.  , 


Cleo, 
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^^■Cleo.  Ceafe  a  Paflipn  to  purfue. 

That  too  (bon  may  both  undo. 

By  warring  Pow’rs  .to  other  Loves  defign’d, 

“  Will  they  bear  to  lee  us  join’d  ? 

Ah !  no,  the  loll  Clear  a  leave. 

Who  only  dares  to  grieve. 

Cleo.  Ah  Prince,  I  mull;  not  hear — you  mull  not  flay. 
I  fliall  gaze  my  Heart  away.  [.^fide, 

AIR. 

Oran.  A  Lover  near  delpairing. 

Bright  Charmer  mull  be  daring. 

His  Flame  he  cannot  Imothcr, 

Nor  can  he  love  another  : 

He  mull  alone  implore  you. 

Alone  adore  you.  A  Lover,  dre. 

Amante  difperato, 

Al  fata  oppone  il  core. 

Ofi  cimenu,  e  pera 
§luel  alma,  che  non  fpera 

Ifrutti  dell’  amore  !  Amante,  See.  Da  Capo. 

Or  on.  Do  but  fulFer  me  to  Love,  ~ 

“  And  leave  the  rcll  to  Fate :  .  ‘ 

I’m  blell  enough,  if  you  approve, 

“  But  wretched  il  you  hate. 

Cleo,  Partial  Trial'  forc’d  Denial!  \Ajide. 

“  Pride  dillembles ;  Realbn  trembles. 

_ _ _ _ _ ^ _ _ _ 

Be  iirm,  rriy  Mindi  Maintain  a  Sov’reigns  Part! 

Let  the  Head  controul  the  Heart ! ' 

AIR. 

f  ET  us  fly,  let  us  fly  our  Undoing! 

Love  allures  us;  but  Realbn  denies.  They 
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Thofc  are  caught,  %ho  tlie  Chace  are  puriuing : 

But  fhe’s  Cafe,  aiid  may  conquer,  whd  fliel 
Let  us  fly,  let  us  fly  oUr  Undoing : 

Love  allures  us,  bflt  Redloh  denies.  [Exemf. 


ACT  It  SCENE  L 
SCENES  Pa/ace. 

Enter  Thomyris,  Oro'ritfes,  dnii  a  Captain  of  the  Guards. 


Tho.  '13  Y  Time  mold  Vi£!rieS  I'ofc  their  Fame, 
ffj  But  yours  the  common  Fate  difclaim. 

The  confeious  Foes;  with  Grie^  ^onfefs 
How  great  their  Lofs,  and  your  Succefs. 

They  mils  their  brave  A  Hie,  Tigranes. 

Oron.  Among  the  Slain 
For  him  they’ve  fought  in  vain. 

Fin  or  tra  j  morti  /’  han  cercato  in  'vano. 

Tho.  Perhaps  a  Pris’ner,  here  unknown. 

He  may  himfelf  dilbwn. 

Gron.  Let  Search  be  made.  \Fo  the  Captain,  nvho 
Ite  a  cercarlo.  homes  and  goes  out. 

Tho.  Since  thus,  my  Son,  ev’n  Sov’raigns  ire 
Subject  to  the  Chance  of  ’'SiT^ar, 

Your  Nuptials  muft,  withoiit  Delays, 

Secure  pur  Empire,  and  our  Race. 

To  fuch  an  Hymen  mull  I  prels  yon? 

Muft  I  fue  fo  long,  to  blels  you  ? 

D 


Oron. 
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“  Oron.  Oh !  Mitcail  noc  ciifobeying, 

“  Gracious  Queen,  a  Ihort  delaying  I 
commands  an  inftant  Duty. 

“  Let  your  Soldier  ftrive  to  prove 
^^■W^orthy  Honour,  -worthy  Love, 

‘‘And,  by  Glory,  rife  to  Beauty. 

“  Tho.  Oh  1  Grieve  me  not  'jrith  more  Delay 
“By  all  the  Heroes  of  our  Race, 

“  By  the  dear,  the  moving  Name 
“  Of  thy  great  Father,  by  his  Fame, 

“  By  a  Nation’s  Love,  and  Fears, 

“  By  thy  widow’d  Mother’s  Tears  j 
“  Mother’s  T ears,  that  yet  dilgracc 
“  A  Royal  Face ! 

“  Oh !  no  more,  no  more  delay  me ! 

“Kill  at  once,  or  now  obey  me. 



,y~ 

NE’ER  torment  me ; 

But  content  me. 

Love  repay  me  I 
Ne’er  delay  me  / 

Love  and  Duty  no  W^av’ring  allow, 
why  lo  dearly  do  I  love  you? 

Could  I  fear  I  ne’er  fliouid  move  you. 
Ne’er  move  you  ’till  now  ? 

Ne’er,  ^c. 

Oron.  Ah !  too  too  much  my  Soul  you  move. 
Ye  cruel  Pow’rs ! — ■ — Oh  Tyrant  Love.' 
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Oh  Queen  !  Oh  Mother !  I  for  Pity  fue : 

I  plead  againft  my  flubborn  Heart  for  you ; 

I’m  rack’d.  I’m  torn  in  the  Debate : 

I  ftrugglc  with  Avcrfion  ftrong  as  Fate. 

I  dread  Complying, 

I  dread  Denying, 

More  than  Dying. 

Ahil  potenze  all’  Alma  mia 
Tropto  fiere  /  Ahi  I  crudo  Amove ! 

Deh  I  Pietdy  Reginay  e  Madre  I 
^e//’  OggettOy  ch’  to  comhatto 
Sol  pev  voiy  dentro  il  mio  fenoy 
E’  piu  forte  del  mio  fato. 

Temo  Ubhidirey 
E  negavy  piu  che  morire. 

AIR. 

T  Grieve  to  fee  your  Sorrow  j 
Yet  would  not  grieve  to  die. 

But  Cure  I’ll  die  to  Morrow, 

If  I  to  Day  comply. 

I  grieve  to  fee  your  Sorrow , 

Yet  would  not  grieve  to  die. 

[Orontcs  leads  out  Thomyris. 
oh!  Dio!  §^mI  pena  fento! 

Non  pojfo  no  uhhedir^ 

‘  Ah  I  che  s'  to  ft  contentOy 
E  certo  il  mio  murir. 

Oh!  Dio!  6cc.  Da  capo.  [Exeunt. 

D  z 


The 
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“  ‘j'he  SCENE  change^.  Ip  a.  Qardpft- 
“  Cleora  is  difc(yver'd  hy  a  Fountain. 
“AIR. 

\ 

“  1  Onely  Pieafures  ne’er  reliey,e,  i^e, 

“  Lonely  Plealures  only  nae, 

“Streams  are  flowing> 

Flow’rs  arc  growing; 

Birds  are  courting, 

“  Zephirs  blowing  j 
“All  is  /porting. 

But  how  can  1  fliare 
“  Thofe  quiet  Joys, 

“"'^hile  Love,  with  Care, 

“In  Ab/ence  here, 

“  My  Soul  employs 
“Bring  my  Charmer  near  mCpI, 

“  Oh !  then  you’ll  cheat  me, 

FMter  Media,  nx)ith  a  Letter^  delivers 

to  Cleora. 

Med.  A  Fellow  Captive,  in 
“  This  by  Iiis  Keeper  /ends  yoju. 

^^Not  iufferd  nearer  you 
“At'Di/lancc  he  attends  you. 

“  Cleo.  What  do  I  read ! — Y e Pq^^js,  ’tE  ^t9<\/eyere  t 
Armenia's  King,  unknown,  in  Fetters. here/ 

“  The  Man  I  cannot  love,  nor  hate, 

“  Striving  to  lave  me,  /hares  my  Fate. 

“  Unhappy  Prince !  too  late,  alas !-  you  move ; 

‘‘Tbrtune  has  intercepted  Love.  ‘^The 
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The  Heart  is  gone,  for  which  you  fuc. 

“Yet  fome  Eafe  I’ll  drive  to  Bring; 

“  And  lliow  how  I  revere  in  you 
The  Choice  of  Cyprus,  and  the  King. 

“  Sure  I  fome  Pity  may  difoover 
“To  the  Friend,  tho’  not  the  Lover,  \jixit  Cleora. 

Enter  Baldo.  He  flops  Media  vjho,  is  jollo^jjing  Clfeora.. 
Bald.  My  Charmer.  ; 

Med.  My  Tormciiter. 

Bald.  Stay. 

Med.  1  dare  not. 

Bald.  You  may  venture. 

Tell  me.  Queen  of  my  Defire, 

When  will  Love  reward  the  Fire 
Of  the  Prince,  and  of  the  Squire  f 

Med.  For  the  Prince^,  all  may.  go  well ; 

But  for  you - 1  cannot  tell, 

Bald.  Don’t  you  love  me? 

Med.  No,  not  L 

Bald.  How  ?  not  love  nie ;  That’s  uncommon  / 
what’s  the-  R-eafon  .? 

Med.  I’m  a  Woman. 

Bald.  Give  a  better. 

Med.  Why,  thou  Creature, 

Mud  a  Woman  give  you  many. 

And  you  Lover’s  ne’er  have  any  ? 

Bald.  Prithee  tell  me  ! 

Med.  In  good  Nature,  now  I  wall— 


K-now» 
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Know,  I  value  Reputation  ; 

And  by  thy  Looks,  and  by  my  Skill 
1  Fcreice 

Wliat  a  Monfter  thou’rt  to  be. 

Thy  Wife,  Ipight  of  Inclination, 

Muff  be  kind - to  all  the  Nation. 

AIR. 

NO  more  for  Wedlock  importune : 

In  Pity  I’ll  tell  you  your  Fortune. 
Know,  how  will  prove  your  Spoufe. 

She’ll  rant. 

She’ll  llray. 

She’ll  paintj. 

She’ll  play, 
she’ll  tope. 

Elope, 

She’ll  fall  to  ail,-  and  arm  your  Brows. 

She  can’t  prevent  it: 

Then  reft  contented. 

She  can’t  prevent  it,  if  flic’s  your  Spoule. 
She  can’t  prevent  it,  flie’ll  arm  your  Brows. 

“  If  then  you  rave,  and  curie. 

She’ll  plague  you  worfe 
"  With  a  Clack  never  failing ; 

Railing,  wailing,  ever  ailing, 

“  Pouting,  glouting, 

**  Oh  1  how  flic’ll  fwinge  your  Purlc ! 

"  Wife  will  ftumble, 

‘‘  Husband  grumble. 

Still  ’twill  be  worle,  and  worle. 


She 
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She  can’t  prevent  it,  flie’li  arm  your  Brows. 

Bald.  I  will  prevent  it,  if  you’re  my  Spoufe 
Tho’  now  Husbands  never  mind  it, 

Nodiing,  when  you’re  mine,  will  pain  me. 
I’ll  fo  ply  you.  Child,  you’ll  find  it 
Work  enough  to  entertain  me. 

A  I  R. 

T~^0  you  think  Co  warm  a  Lover 
For  a  Jell  will  e’er  give  over  ? 

No,  no  I  your  Secret  can  difeover. 

You  to  try  me 
Seem  to  fly  me. 

For,  what  Beauty  can  deny  me? 

Do  but  view  me. 

I’ve  fiich  Charms,  if  e’re  you  knew  me, 

Tho’  I  Ihunn’d  you,  you’d  purluc  me. 

Do  you  think  fo  warm  a  Lover 
For  a  left  will  e’er  give  over  ? 

Med.  Prithee,  Fellow,  why  Co  prefling. 

Yet  lb  negligent  of  Drefling? 

So  flrangely  needing 
Air,  and  Breeding, 

You  dilgrace  one  with  Carefling, 

AIR. 

WHAT  Lover  ever 

Can  hope  for  Favour, 

ti. 

But  mufl;  endeavour 

To  charm  the  Fair? 

He  makes  Advances 
By  Sighs,  and  Glances  j 
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He  fings,  and  dances. 

And  mends  his  Air. 

Then  now  to  eaie  me. 

Pray  ceafe  to  teize  me, 

Firft  learn  to  pleafe  me. 

And  then  - - de^air. 

What  Lover  ever  can  hope  for  Favour, 

But  muft  endeavour  to  charm  the  Fair  ?  (§‘c. 

Bald.  A  better  way  Fll  plcalc  my  Deaf. 

Sighs  and  Glances, 

Foppilh  Fancies, 

Soft  and  tender 
Might  offend  her ; 

Honeft  PvOughnefi  gains  the  Fair. 

AIR. 

/HO  can  fee,,  tho’  of  late  ’tis  Ib  common^ 

A  Fop,  aping  the  Airs  of  a  Woman  ^ 

Four  long  Hours  wafte  in  Jrelling, 

Not  one  in  PolTefling,? 

While  his  l  ime  in  dull  Ogling  he  pafles. 

And'  bows  to  new  Faces,  [Me  h<rajs  in  an  affeU- 
And  makes  Grimaces,  ed  manner. 

How  wretched  his  Cafe  is ! 

While  he  dances  — ^  [Baldo  dances. 
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“he  Mupch Jlrikmg  up  in  the  mid'die  of  the  Son^. 
Another  embraces 
Who  can  fee,  ^c. 

Come,  come  let  us  be  PofleBing. 

Med.  No,  no,  no  Drelling,  no  Poffelfitlg'. 

[Media  runs  off,  and‘  follonvs  her'. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  II.  A  Prifon 

a  Xigr,  Without  Freedom,  Life's  a  Fain. 

Without  Love,  we  live  in  vain. 

“  Love  and  Freedom  difigree: 

“  How  can  Hope  then  comfort  me, 

Without  Love’s  Sweets,  and  Liberty  ? 

“  Hope’s  but  a  Flatterer,  that  deludes,  to  pleale : 

“  Life’s  but  a  Pain,  and  Death  our  only  Eafe. 

A  Light  is  difcoverd. 

What  Splendor  dares  invade  a  Cave 
Familiar  with  the  Night  / 

Thole  Beams,  that  Heav’n  as  Bleflings  gave. 

Now  wound  my  Eyes,  grown  Strangers  to  the  Light. 
Enter  Chora,  nvith  Attendants) ‘who  keep  at  a  Difiance. 

Tigrr.Yc  Pow’rs  I  What  Goddefs,  lower  than  theGrave 
Thus  condefoends  to  charm,  and  lave. 

So  raviihingly  bright ! 

Cleo.  Tigranes  !  Oh  /  \W'eeps  difco‘vering  hint. 
Tigr.  'T  is  Choral  oh  I  ’tis  fhe. 

Cko.  Ohl  killing  Sight.' 

Tigr.  Oh  Joy  1  oh  Pain .'  Confulion,  yet  Delight  i 
Cleo.  Heav’ns  l  without  Pity  can  you  lee 
Majehy  in  Mifery ! 

Tigr.  Cruel  Fortune!  Fate  unkind! 

I  in  Chains,  and  fhe  confin’d ! 

cleo.  Brave  Tigranesy  oh !  forbear  I 
For  my  lake  thole  Chains  you  wear; 

Will  you  teach  me  to  delpair  ? 

I,  tho’  a  Captive,  like  the  Free, 

May  tafte  the  Sweets  of  Liberty. 

But  I  lhare,  ’till  I  relieve  you. 

The  Pains  that  grieve  you. 

Ttgr.  Oh !  at  once  you  fill  with  Joy, 
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“  Proud  of  Ruin,  Free  in  Chains, 

My  Soul  revels,  Pleafure  reigns. 

When  I  ventur’d  all  to  free  you, 

“  Fortune  to  the  Foe  betray’d  me. 

“  But  now,  when  (b  kind  I  lee  you, 

‘‘  Pitying  Heav’n  has  o’er-pay’d  me. 

_____  ^ 

OTrike  me.  Fate!  now  no  Danger  alarms  me, 

^  Tho’  tis  dreadful  to  fall  when  fo  high. 

Spare  her  only  who  pities,  and  charms  me ; 

My  fond  Soul  hence  with  Plealure  lliall  fly. 

Strike  me,  Fate!  now  no  Danger  alarms  me, 

Tho’  ’tis  dreadful  to  fail  when  lo  high. 

Cleo.  a^art.  Turn  ingrate,  rebellious  Heart, 

Whom  a  Foe  alone  can  move/ 

Oh/  I  cannot  rear  the  Dart. 

Gratitude  my  Tears  impart ; 

But  Pity  will  not  turn  to  Love. 

*^Tigr,  Again  you  Weep!  Oh!  now  you  pain  me. 
Am  I  worth  the  Tears  I  cod:  ? 

Ah  !  no,  you  weep  your  Freedom  loft. 

“  Why  like  a  Slave,  ye  Pow’rs,  d’ye  chain  me, 

**  I’m  a  King,  no  more  detain  me. 

“  Why  fleeps  your  Thunder? 

**  Wake,  and  ftrike  my  Bonds  afunder. 

aF  Fr^  ^  — — 

C/^a./^H/  in  Pity  ceafe  to  grieve  me/ 

Do  but  live.  Fate  will  relieve  me. 

Joy  and  Pleafure  may  returii. 

Tigr.  Oh !  in  Pity  ceale  to  grieve  me  / 

Do  but  fmiie.  Fate  will  relieve  me. 

Joy  and  Pleafure  will  return. 


thomtris. 
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“I  alone  may  be  lamenting. 


Cleo.  “  Your  Defpair  is  too  tormenting, 
Tigr.  “  Oh  i  your  Sorro-^’s  too  tormenting, 
“  Both.  Grief  redoubles,  when  you  mourn* 
Oh  in  Pity,  dt'c. 


Enter  Orontes  and  Attendants. 
Oron.apart.Dstith  to  myHopes !  what  do  I  hear  and  lee/ 
My  Soul’s  untun’d  with  envy’d  Harmony. 

Juft  were  my  Doubts.  Oh !  how  my  Soul  is  mov’d  j 
Sure  ’tis  Tkranes,  or  a  Rival  lov’d. 

o 

Veh  che  vedo,  ed  ahi  /  che  Sento  ? 

Giujli  duhhi  del  mio  Core ! 

Kon  minganno,  egli  e  TigranC) 

O  un  rivale  del  mio  amove. 


Cleo.  The  Prince  Scythia !  oh  i  my  ^ame  i  [Ajide. 
Tigr.  Fatal  T urn  ! 

Oron.  Happy  he,  who  here  to  mourn 
May  Cleora’s  Prelence  claim  ! 

Lieto  lui,  chi  pianger  puote 
Di  Cleora  innanzi  aili  occhil 

o  1/^1 

cleo.  Rather  wretched  thole  wno  grieve, 

X^hen  we  have  only  Tears  to  give. 

Doubly  wretched  in  Delpair, 

When  you  envy  ’em  a  Tear. 

Oron.  Oh !  you  my  Fears  can  ne’er  remove. 

The  Springs  of  Pity  flow  like  Love. 

No  j  d’  amerr  dalla  forgente 
Di  Piet  a  deuva  il  pianto. 

Tigr.  1  ho’  Love  and  Pity  now  were  joining. 

Why  fliould  yQu  be  repining  ? 

Oron  What  vanquiih’d  Foe  dares  talk  lb  high  ? 
^jmI  Vinto  mat  osb  parlar  ft  franco  ? 
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Tigr.  A  Soul  nncoiiquer’d  dares  all  Foes  defie. 

Oron.  Ah !  ’tis  Tigr  fines  fure - ’tis  he, 

Ben  ni  aumeggo,  egU  e  Tigrane. 

Tigr.  ’Tis  I ;  ftill  Royalj  ipight  of  Fate— — 

In  Rage  I  lole  my  Shame. 

Undaunted,  and  in  Ruin  great,  - 
The  Lion  is  the  lame. 

Oron.  Then  know — -But,  Guards,  from  Chains 
Firfl;  let  him  free - 

Know,  Ill  not  yield  my  beauteous  Prize  to  thee. 
Sa^pi  dunque — -Ma  feiogUete, 

Gmrdie,  pria  le  fue  catene - 

La  mia  he! la  a  te  non  cedo. 

Tigr.  Not  yield  her !  Fate,  oh  once  be  kind : 
Set  me  but  free,  the  Fair  lliall  be  refign’d. 

Do  you,  my  Goddels,  but  confpire 
With  Cyrus,  and  my  Fire, 

From  Chains  I  dare  to  Heav’n  afoire. 

Oron.  Ah  •  Princels ! 

Ah  /  Principejfa ! 

Cleo.  I  dare  not  think  of  Love  or  .Hate :  - 
’Tis  Cyrus  over-rules  my  Fate. 

A  I  R. 

Oron.-  Cay,  mull  I  then  dclpair? 

Will  you,  my  cruel  Fair, 

No  more  regard  me  ? 
oil!  grant  me  Love  again! 

Or  let  me  ne’er  complain  : 

With  Death  reward  me. 

Bimmi,  pietd  ed  amor, 

Bella,  non  ha  il  tuo  Cor 
Per  chi  f  adora  ? 

Rifolviti  d'  amar : 

0  Je  deggio  penar, 

T.aLia  rhin 
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CJeo.  O  H !  Leave  me  to  dcfpair ! 

From  Hope,  and  all  chat’s  dear. 

My  Fate  debarr’d  me. 

Ormi.  Say,  muft  I  then  delpair?  ^c. 

Vmmi,  peta  ed  amor,  &c. 

Cleo.  Oh  !  Leave  me  to  defpair,  ^c.  - 

[Clcora  retires,  Orontes  jollo^inz  her,  both 
jinging  all  the  ‘while.  Exeunt. 

Tigr.  She’s  gone !  flie’s  gone !  the  conqa’ring  Foe  pur- 
She’s  yielding- — Oh  !-  I  lofe  her.  [hues  Her. 

AIR. 

Horrors  of  this  hollow  Grave, 

Redouble !  Fill  me,  ’till  I  rave ! 

Rife,  yc  Furies !  Awake,  and  rage ! 

With  my  Senfe  you  a  War  muft  wage. 

Defpair !  Defpair ! 
why  muft  I  languiih  here  ? 

Let  me  die  ■,  not  complain  / 

Ohl  Reafon,  leave  me. 

Life  with  thee  is  but  a  Pain, 

"And  will  but  grieve  me. 

S'G  E  N  E  IV.  A  Palace. 

-  Enter  Cleora',  j:ollo‘w’d  by  Orontes. 

Oron.  Stay,  cruel  Beauty !  ' 

Soon,  call’d  by  Duty, 

To  kinder  War  i’ll  go. 

Since  you  leave  me. 

And  no  Pity  fuow,  ‘ 

Death  will  not  grieve  me. 

Rejiui  G  CTudal  il  mio  do^ere 
/iUa  guerra  gid  mi  chiama. 

Se  mia  Vita  a  Voi  non  premcy 


go 
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Sol  la  moYte  e  la  mia  Speme. 

Cleo.  Firfk  by  War,  and  you  undone. 
Greater  Darisers  vet  1  fiiun. 

Cruel  Prince,  while  you  puiTue  me. 
Love,  and  you,  may  more  undo  me. 

A  I  R. 


'  /^H!  Imuftfly  ! 

Ceaie  to  try 
To  charm  me ! 

In  vain  my  Heart  you  move. 

‘  No  Hope  appears; 

Cruel  Fears 
Alarm  me. 

I  dare  not  love :  I  dare  not  love. 

What  could  you  claim. 

Should  your  Flame 
E’er  warm  me? 

Duty  and  Fate  allow  no  Return. 

Hopelefs,  alas !  would  you  fee  me  burn  ? 

Oh !  I  muft  fly,  ^c. 

Enter  Thorny ris. 

Oron.  The  Queen-i  [Exit  Cleora. 

La  Regina  / 

Ihom.  ajide.  My  Son,  and  that  lovely  Foei 
Sure  their  Looks  betray’d  Surprize  I 
In  my  Bread:  feme  Doubts  ariie, 
which  yet  I  dread  the  gazing  Croud  ihould  kno'^/. 

A  Sov’raign’s  Thought  muft  ftill  be  lying 
Deep,  to  ’(cape  the  Vulgar’s  prying. 

Oron.  Freed  from  Chains,  as  foon  as  known,  ' 
Great  Queen,  'I treaties  is  remaining. 


Tho’  diftrefl’d. 
Not  deprefl’d. 
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‘  In  fullen  State  by  Choice  alone, 

Farour.from  a  Foe  difHaininff. 

_  O 

£’  Tisane  in  'vojlro  mano. 

Non  Ji  tojlo  lo  connohhi 
Che  lo  reji  in  Lihertade. 

Tho.  Your  Valour  vanquifli’d  him  before  j 
By  gen’rous  Care  fubdue  him  more, 

His  Wants  preventing. 

‘‘To  you  the  Royal  Foe  I  leave, 

“  Sure  Favours  to  receive, 

“  Tho’  not  conlenting. 


AIR. 

Awhile  tho’  Conqtiefi;  charms  me, 

Compaffion  foon  difarms  me. 

And  melts  my  tender  Heart. 

Let  Pity  do  her  Part.  - 
The  greateft  Joy 
We  have' 

Is  when  we  kindly  lave 
Thofe  whom  we  may  deftroy. 

A  while,  ^e.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Baldo,  fantajlically  drefs’d. 

Bald,  what  Plague  is  like  Drefling !  To  work  I’m  well 
In  all  her  odd  Whims,  I  mull  nick  a  Cqcquet.  -  [let. 
This  'Maggot  of  Coupling 
Now  makes  me  a  Fopling  j 
All  larded  with  Gold,  ftulF’d  with  Ribbons  and  Lace, 
Still  fiddling,  to  mend  a  damn’d  finical  Ekels. 

Oh !  what  a  Fatigue,  to  let  olF  a  good  Face. 

A  I  R. 

QLaves  to  the  Fafliion, 

^  What  Slav’ry  can  be  worle? 


Slaves 
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Slaves  to  Love’s  Paffion, 

You  need  no  other  Curfe.  ” 

/ 

The  Modes  like  Women  vary  5 
Love  plagues  us  ’till  we  marry  j 
Then  we’re  cas’d  of  both  in  courfe. 

Slaves  to  the  Fafhion, 
what  Slav’ry  can  be  worie. 

Enter  Media. 

Bald.  Oh  i  yonder  comes  Media  I  my  Charms  1  muft 
Med.  Blefi  me !  what  Monfter  do  I  (py !  [try. 

Bald.  My  Goddefs,  ’tis  I. 

Look,  languifli,  and  die  ]  Look  and  die ! 

Med.  Away,  Fool,  away ! 

Young  Fopiings  divert  us,  when  handfom  and  gay: 
But  an  old  Fop  is  dull  every  way. 

Bald.  Try  me  well  e’re  this  you  fay. 
lAed.  No  worfe  Plague  could  e’re  befall  thee. 

O 

Bald.  Y^hat  would  i  not  do,  to  maul  thee! 


A  I  R. 

Med.  CHou’d  e’er  the  Fair  diidain  you, 
^  Leave  her,  and  learn  to  range ! 
In  vain  complain  youj 
The  more  ike’!!  hate  and  chain  you. 

Hate  her  again,  and  change  /  ^ 

Shou’d  e’er  the  Fair  diidain  you. 

Leave  her,  and  learn  to  range' 

Bald.  Pray  what  nice  Lover 
Proves  a  Rover, 

’Till  the  Whim  of  Love  is  over? 

I  would  leave  you,  you  lo  fret  me  j 
But  Point  of  Honour  will  not  let  me. 
Then  any  other  Task  command  me. 

And  if  I  don’t  perform,  disband  me. 

Med.  You’ll  not  do  it. 

Bald,  I  will.  __ 
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Med.  I  fear  it. 

Bald. On  this  trufty  Sword  I  (wear  it. [^Dra^s  his  Svjord 

Med.  Kill  your  lelf  then ! - No  denying. 

Bald.  I  deny  ! - See, - I’m  complying. 

Hold - 1  might  Ipoil  this  Face  by  dying. 

“  Med.  Go  !  A  Coward  ne’er  can  charm  me. 
Valour  only  can  dilarm  me. 


Bald.  "Well,  fince  you  will  my  Valour  try. 

I’ll  to  the  Bed  of  Honour  fly. 

And  return  in  yours  to  die. 

A  I  R. 

\  A/  ^  wou’d  I  not  do  to  gain  you  ? 

’  ,  I’ll  turn  Hero,  to  obtain  you. 

Still  by  cunning  Ways  you  fire  me 

Still  by  Arts  you  raile,  while  another  wou’d  tire  me. 

Love  a  hungry  ftiil  is  fawning. 

But  when  full  fed  falls  a  yawning. 

Let  my  Dear  fbll  tantalize  me  I 
She  invites,  while  (he  denies  me. 

Love,  like  War,  has  Tods  and  Tortures. 

But  all’s  forgot,' 

When  we’re  got 

Into  good  Qiiarters,  [she  runs  from  him,  he  follpvjs  her. 
Enter  Tigrancs  in  a  Princely  Drefs,  Orontes  ’with  him. 
Tigr.  To  your  Favour  much  1  owe  : 

I  find  Friendihip  in  a  Foe. 

But  how  fi)on  my  Bleflings  end/ 

I  find  a  Rival  in  the  Friend. 

Tho’  I  by  you  Cleora  fee. 

The  greatelt  Pleafiire  once  to  me. 

When  this  I  by  a  Rival  gain. 

The  greatefl  Plcafurc  turns  to  Pain. 


Oron. 
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Oron.  Repine  not  at  the  Joys  I  lharc, 

Tho’ hopelcfs  of  pofleihng ! 

To  fee  the  Fair, 

Is  ftill  a  Bleffing, 

Pago  fon  di  tal  piacere, 

Sol  n^eder  la  e  mia  fortuna, 

Se  non  fpero  de  godere. 

AIR. 

^  HE  Chains  of  Love  I  ■svear, 

I  burn,  and  I  deipair. 

Yet  bleis  my  Charmer. 

Too  great  wou’d  be  my  Joy, 

The  Pleafure  wou’d  deftroy, 

Cou’d  my  Flame  ■^arm  her. 

The  Chains, 

La  Stella  a  te  crudely 
E  pur  rneco  infedel, 

Sott'  altro  afpetto  •, 

E  il  raggio  fuo  fatal 
Ma  del  fuo  crudo  flral 
Ha  per  oggetto. 

La  Stella,  &c.  Da  Capo 

Tigr.  Oh !  lead  me  back  to  Dungeons  and  to  Chains, 
Of  let  me  loofe,  to  end  my  Pains. 

My  Heart  can  no  Rival  bear  j 
Jealous,  ev’n  of  your  Delpair. 

Enter  Cleora. 

Oron.  Since  uneafe  Rill  you  prove. 

Impatient  of  my  hopelefs  Lovey 
I  all  Advantages  difclaim, 

Unworthy  of  my  Love,  and  Fame 
’Tis  at  an  Army’s  Head  alone 
A  Prize  fo  noble  fliou’d  be  won  ^- — 

Your  Freedom  to  Cleora  owe. 

Now,  as  flie  pleales,  ftay,orgo! 


Exit  Orontes*. 
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S'il  mio  amor  ti  reca  pena, 

Non  n}uo  alam  dmtto  indegno 
Del  mio  amor,  e  di  raia  gloria.  » 

Alla  tejia  d  ell  Armata 
Viib  acquijlar  premio  ji  hello : 

S' ora  libero  tu  fei, 

A  Cleora  tu  lo  del: 

S' a  lei  place,  refta,  o  vanne  I 
AIR. 

Cleo.'S^E  PoVrsl  Oil!  let  me  know. 

What  Rcaion  ouerht  to  fwav  .? 

Shall  I  fay,  ftay,  or  go  ? 

Shall  1  lay,  go,  or  ftay  ? 

There's  fomething  in  my  Heart, 

That  tells  me  we  iliou’d  part ; 

But  yet,  when  this  I  move, 

’Tis  thought  a  Wrong  to  Love. 

He’ll  lay  I  dilclain : 

He’ll  rage,  and  complain. 

I  dare  not  lay,  ftay,  nor  go ;  go,  nor  ftay. 

Ye  Powr’s,  oh !  let  me  know, 

What  Realbn  ought  to  fway  i 

l^igr.  Oh  !  no  more  your  Thoughts  dilguile. 

I  read  my  Sentence  in  your  Eyes. 

Yet  lo  well  1  Love,  I’ll  ealc  you. 

Nay  die  to  plcafe  you. ' 

AIR. 

'^T '  H  O’  in  vain  I  ftrivc  to  gain  you, 

I  may  die,  no  more  to  pain  you. 

Farewel  then,  thou  Beauty’s  Trealure ! 

Ripe  for  falling. 

Honour  calling, 

Hopes  of  Death  arc  all  my  Plcalurc. 

F  z 


Tho’ 
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Tho’  in  vain  I  drive  to  gain  you, 

1  may  die,  no  more  to  pain  you.  \Exit  Tigranes. 

Re-enter  Orontes. 

Or  on.  Lovely  Mourner,  dill  why  grieve  you  f 
I,  alas !  too  foon  mud  leave  you. 

Happy  yet,  if  with  a  Tear 

You,  my  Love - 

Ah  I  che  pangiy  o  Bella  ?  lo  'vado 
Ma  felice,  s'al  mio  amore 

S'  accompagna  il  tuo  dolore. -  ■  • 

Cleo.  The  Queen  is  near - 

“  Suffer  me  to  hide,  by  Flight, 

My  Difordcr  from  her  Sight.  [Exit  Clcora. 

Enter  Thomyris. 

Tho.  ajide.  W^hat  did  I  hear  ? 

Fatal  Beauty,  Youth’s  Decoy, 

Blads  a  Parent’s  Hope,  and  Joy. 

But  I’ll  feem  not  yet  to  know - 

To  him.  Come,  my  Son,  no  more  bedow 
Your  Hours  on  a  conquer’d  Foe. 

"  Danger’s  ready  to  purlue  you. 

Let  not  Perjian  Pow’r  lubdue  you ! 

**  Foes  unvanquiih’d  are  appearing ; 

“  Wary  Chied,  with  Numbers  daring. 

“  Hade,  again  the  Slaves  defeat! 

“  Be  dill  your  feld  dill  truly  great  I 
“  Hade,  free  the  World,  and  do  the  Work  of  Fate. 
Cprus  the  Grand,  by  you  declining, 

“  His  Glory  to  your  Arms  refigning, 

“  Still  fliall  raife  your  high  Renown. 
Immortal  Laurels  lhall  the  Hero  crown, 

‘‘  Who  drikes  the  Blow  I  guide, 

‘‘  A  nd  throws  Ambition  down. 


A  1  R. 
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AIR. 

A  Gain  be  victorious ! 

^  Be  glorious ! 

Bright  Honour  is  calling  j 
Ambition  is  falling. 

Eternally  be  glorious  I 
Again,  ^c. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  1. 

SCENE  A  Garden.. 

Enter  Cleora. 

Cleo.  T  O  V  ,E  in  Abfence  finds  no  Eafe ; 

*  j  Crouds,  diverting,  but  diipleafe: 
This  dark,  this  melancholick  Grove 
Suits  my  Sadnefi,  and  my  Love. 

Ye  feather’d  Songllers,  round  me  flying. 
Courting, 

Sporting, 

Care  defying ; 

Oh !  did  you  but  feel  my  Anguifli, 

Soon  you’d  change  your  Notes,  and  languilh. 
A  1  R. 

T)Rctty  Warblers,  ceafe  to  hover.' 

Pretty  Warblers,  help  a  Lover. 

From  your  Joys  a  Moment  borrow; 

Tune  your  Mufick  to  my  Sorrow. 

Join,  and  anfwer,  when  I  mourn. 

Grief  alone  is  too  tormenting-, 

There’s  a  Pleafure  in  lamenting, 

My  Complaint  when  you  return. 

Pretty  Warblers,  ^c. 


<C 


Enter  Thomyris. 

fho.aftde.^h.i\<i  chofen  Bands, by  young  Orontes  led, 
«  Prefi  the  retreating  Foe,  “  Who, 
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*  Who,  from  our  growing  Army,  dread 
“  A  fitil  Blow  i 

come  as  great  a  Danger  to  remove  j 
"  And  five  him  from  the  Harms  of  Love.-- 
She’s  here;  Til  drive  to  know 
“If  Ihe  loves  him. — 

“To  Cleora.]  Will  you  dill  your  Fate  bemoan? 
“  Still  indulge  your  Grief  alone  ? 


'Tho.  Lov’d  and  c'nerilh’d  every  where. 

What  fliould  pain  you,  grieving  Fair? 

Sure  you  mourn  an  abienr  Lover. 

Cleo  afide.  Oh  ' .  my  Looks  my  Flame  dilcover. 
Tho.  Ev’n  your  Bluihes  I  will  Ipare : 

I’ll  be  kind  beyond  deliring. 

Since  now  before  my  Son  I  hear 
Perjids  Army  is  retiring. 

For  your  Return  you  may  prepare. 

Tho’  Judice  might  redrain  you. 

Cl  cmeucy  will  not  detain  you. 

Cleo.  afide.  Cruel  Kindnels ! 

Tho.  apart.  Her  Looks  her  Love  betray. 

To  her.]  Are  you  not  pleas’d? 

Cleo.  Oh!  with  Favours  now  you  pain  me. 
How  fhall  i  my  Debt  repay ! 

So  much  you  blels. 

It  griev’d  me  lefs 

To  be  confin’d,  th  n  now  to  go  away. 


/ 


A. 


“  £v’n  your  Foes,  admiring,  ihare 

The  Bledings  of  your  gentle  Sway; 

“  Thrice  h'ppy  thofi,  who  ever  here 
“  Your  lov’d  Commands  obey! 

“  A  I  R. 

“  ^  H  O’  boaded  Freedom,  priz’d  above  Meafiirc, 
“  Once  feem’d  a  ■  if  xt, 
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*‘.'Noyiir  in  Confinement  Time  I’m  employing. 

More  Eafe  enjoying. 

‘‘  So  Birds  impiifon’d  fing,  and  ne’er  complain. 

‘‘  Pleas’d  with  their  Leifiire, 

Time  turns  to  Pleafijre, 

“  What  was  a  Pain. 

Tho’  boaftcd,  ^c. 

Tho.  How  flavifli  muft  thole  Spirits  be, 

“  Who  lo(e  the  very  Senfe  of  Liberty ! 

Blcft  Freedom,  loft  are  thofe  who  loft  thee. 
Doubly  loft  thoie  who  refule  thee. 

AIR.  “ 

TN  vain,  in  vain  is  Delay— ^ — 

Near  falling. 

Duty  calling, 

’Tis  Time  to  go  away. 

No  more  your  ftlf  betray ! 
when  Realbn 
Frees  from  Prifon, 

No  free-born  Soul  would  ftay. 

In  vain  is  Delay. 

Cleo.  Thus  obliging,  you  undo, 
what  is  Freedom,  lofing  you? 

A  I  R. 

Tho.  Wl  Hen  Duty’s  requiring, 

^  ^  Plow  fwcet  is'  obeying,  " 

How  fatal  delaying  ? 

Cleo.  Your  Virtues  admiring. 

How  fweet  is  delaying, 

Our  Moments  repaying  ? 

tho.  In  vain  do  you  prefs  me ! 

Oh  why  do  you  prefs  me  ? 

Cleo  Oh  why  do  you  prefs  me  ? 

Detain  me  to  blefs  me. 

How  fweet,  [Exeunt^  and  Cleo. 


40  T  HO  Mr  R  I  S. 

Enter  Media,  follow'd  hy  Ealdo  in  a  v^arlike  Hahit.  . 

AIR. 

Bald.  T  1  Alt  I  when  Love  and  Honour  calls  you. 

Tho'  home  otiicr  might  maul  you. 

No  Harm  now  can  befal  you. 

Your  Anger  takes  me  down. 

Take  my  Heart,  my  Love  to  crown. 

Let  me  garrifon  the  Town  •, 

Then,  then,  let  me  bang  or  drown. 

Med.  Follow  your  Prince  1  Go  join  his  Army  I 
Dare  to  be  kill’d,  and  then,  then,  then,  you’ll  charm  me. 

Bald.  I  flay’d  behind,  from  him  to  bear 
A  Mcliage  to  his  Princely  Fair. 

Med.  You  have  your  Anrwer ; 

What  more  d’ye  %ant.  Sir  ? 

*  Bald.  Some  kind  Token  of  your  Favour  j 
And  then  your  Soldier’s  made  for  ever. 

A  I  R. 

Med.  A  N  you  leave  ranging  ? - No 

Ne’er  think  of  changing?-  -.-No. 

And  conflant  grow  — — No. 

Reform  and  marry- — -No. 

In  Love  ne’er  vary - No. 

You’d  foon  grow  weary. 

And  horn  me  go. 

a 

You’d  wiih  to  leave  me. 

I  d  wiih  to  leave  you. 

You  would  deceive  me. 

I  would  deceive  you. 

Your  Fate  you  know. 

Can  you  leave  ranging,  and  conflant  grow  ?  ^c. 
Bald,  in  Imitation  of  Media, 

I’d  ne’er  grow  weary. - Noj 

Nor  from  you  go.~^ — No. 

Med. 
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Mec/.  Will  nothing  fright  you  out  of  Love  ? 
Then  know.  I’ll  ne’er  your  Flame  approve. 

What  e’er  of  Conftant  Love  is  faid  j 
Of  the  dull  Whim  we’re  all  afraid. 

■Our  Flame  we  muft  fmother. 

When  tir’d  of  eaeh  other. 

-  A  I  ft; 

)u’d  you  charm  us  ? 

Wou’d  you  warm  us  ? 

,  and  hide  your  Paflion. 

Ev’ry  Fair  by  Turns  be  courting. 

Never  ferious,  ever  fporting  5  , 

\Yhining  Love  is  out  of  Falhion. 

Wou’d  you,  iyc.  [Exit. 

Bald.  Who  knows  where  to  have  her ! 

In  vain  I  endeavour. 

Oh  !  I  cou’d  rail  ;  I  cou’d  rave  ;  I  cou’d  curfe  5 
I  cou’d  wed  her  for  Spight  —  I  cou’d —  never  do  worfe. 
No  5  wifely  I’ll  go, 

And  turn  my  Fury  on  the  Foe. 

Tho’  wild,  like  Fortune,  now  I  find  her. 

My  brave  Exploits  may  make  her  kinder. 

AIR. 

FArewel  Love,  and  every  Pleafure  ! 

Honour  calls,  and  we  muft  part. 

War  from  you  now  claims  my  Leifure. 

I’ll  go  raife  my  Fame,  and  Treafure : 

Storm,  and  Plunder  j 
Fight,  and  Thunder : 

Then  at  laft  I’ll  bring  you  under. 

Gold  and  Conqueft  gain  the  Heart. 

Farewel  Love,  and  ev’ry  Pleafure  ! 

Honour  calls,  and  we  muft  part.  {Exeunt. 

G  SCENE 
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SCENE  II.  A  Royal  Tent. 


Orontes  fleeping,  and  chabid.  Guards  about  him. 

After  a  fhort  piece  of  Inftrumental  Mufick.,  proper  for  a 

Sleep.  Enter  Tigranes. 


E  fleeps  !  ftill  Happy,  fpight  of  Fate. 
Of  Quiet  he  partakes  5 


U 


r. 


Quiet 


“  Kind  Dreams  upon  his  Slumbers  wait 
“  I  envy  him  this  eafie  State. 


“  The  Jealous  ever  wakes. 


Wake,  Orontes  !  wake,  arife  ! 

[Orontes  avpak^s  j  and^  looking  about ^  Jlarts  up  in 
a  great  Surprife. 

Oro.  Ha!  fujre  I  dream — What  Obje(5ts  ftrike  my  Eyes ! 

To  Arms  —  My  Sword - Ha !  Chain’d — 

Tigranes  herd - — 

My  Fellow  Soldiers  !• - 

Ah  !  eWio  fogno —  che  remiro— 

Strano  oggetto  !  aliarmf  alTarmi. 

Ea  mia  Spada - Ahi !  fon  legato '  — • 

Qm  Tigrane  ^  Miei  Soldati  ! - - 


Tigr.  Surpriz’d,  like  you,  Death,  or  your  Chains 

( they  lhare. 


Retreating  prefs’d  by  you. 


His  Camp  did  to  the  Foe  refign^ 

With  Dainties^  ftor’d,  and  treach’rpus;  Wine,, 
Tom  Scythians  to  (nhdne. 

Lethargic  Drugs,  mix’d  with  the  gen’roiK  Juice, 


I 
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“  With  Eafe  a  Grave  they  found  in  every  Bed  5 
“  Buried  in  Wine  and  Sleep,  already  like  the  Dead. 

Oro.  Oh !  Fraud  alone  of  Vi6t’ry  cou’d  deprive  ’em. 
Kill  me  !  Why  ftiou’d  I  furvive  ’em  ? 

Coir  arte  fol  tu  vincergli  potevi 
’  Se  r  opr  a  uvoi  compir,  me  pure  uccidi  / 

Tigr.  Brave  Orontes,  you  muft  live. 

Oro.  No  5  I  hate  the  Life  you  give. 

Ho  ^  fe  tu  me  la  doni^  odio  la  vita. 

Tigr.  Live. 

Oro.  No  5  let  me  die. 

-  No  lafeia,  chio  mora. 

Tigr.  Live,  from  Revenge  Cleora  to  retrieve 
Oro.  Oh  !  her  Name  forces  a  Reprieve. 

Ah  !  quejio  nome  fol  mi  chiama  in  vita. 

Tigr.  Promife  to  refign  the  Fair, 

And  now  I’ll  fet  you  free. 

Oro.  Death,  or  Slav’ry,  let  me  bear  j 
But  claim  her  not  pf  me  J  ^ 

Ch’io  la  ceda  ?  mai  non  fia. 

Morte,  e  catene  foffriro  ben  pria. 

“  Fate  enough  to  you  is  kind  5 
^  “  You’re  free,  approv’d,  and  I  confin’d. 

“  Tigr.  Who  knows  what  Fate  defigns  1 
“  I  dread  too  fudden  Joys. 

“  When  the  glitt’ring  Lightning  fhines, 

“  Soon  the  Thunderbolt  deftroys. 

t  _ ^ 
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AIR. 

Nhappy  Lovers  are  ne’er  contented: 
Lamenting,  tormented, 

I  pine,  I  burn. 

My  Fair  difdains  me  j 
Honour  reftrains  me  j 
Jealoufie  pains  me  ; 

In  vain  I  mourn.  Unhappy,  is^c. 


“  Oro.  The  fame  my  Paflions,  worfe  my  Woes : 
“  My  Fair,  and  Fate,  my  Joys  oppofe. 

“  Let  Valor  then  the  double  Caufe  decide  j 
“  Honour’s  firft,  then  Love’s  be  try ’d. 

By  Orofmacfes  by  the  Sun  I  fwear, 

To  her  own  Choice,  I’ll  leave  the  Fair. 

“  Firft  releafe  me,  as  I  freed  you, 

“  Then  let  me  fail,  if  Ihe’s  decreed  you. 

Tigr.  “  Be  wife,  comply  ! 

Refolve,  no  more  to  love  her,  or  to  die. 


€i 


cc 


Oron.  Without  her,  Life  no  Joys  can  give. 
No  more  to  love  her !  ’tis  no  more  to  live. 
SenzA  lei.,  placer  non  fento. 

Se  non  Pamo,  pin  non  vivo. 


Oron. 


AIR. 

O  more  to  love  her  ! 

Ah,  no !  I’ll  ne’er  give  over 
E’re  I  comply, 

_  I’ll  die. 

I  prize  no  Joy  above  her. 


,i  ••  » 


V  .  ^ 


*  •  r.'  -i 

,H  i  a 
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Love  chains  my  fond  Heart. 

In  vain  from  her  you  tear  m?  : 

We  ne’er  can  part. 

She’s  here,  fhe’s  ever  near  me. 

No  more,  is'c. 

Cyio  pu  non  V ami  I 
Ah  J  no  :  mono  ben  pia>- 
V orrebbe  i  cor. 

No  ml  ^otra  mai. 

Ella  e  CYudel  5 
Ma  che  pu  bella  ajfai  : 

ElE  e  infedel  j 
Lo  fo  j  ma  do  non  fia,  [Pa  Cap, 

Tigr.  Honour  has  conquer’d  :  ^en'rous  Foe, 
Take  Liberty,  the  Debt  I  owe. 


ree. 


Oro.  I  thank  Tigranes :  Tho’  now  Life’s  a  Pain. 
Like  Friends  we’ll  part,  like  Foes  to  meet  again. 
Benche  il  viver  fia  tormento, 

0  Tigrane,  io  ti  ringrazict  • 

Amid  or  Siam,  d  rividrem  nemki. 

Tigr.  T  No  Hopes  can  d^fcover. 

J.  Oron.  I  defpair,  yet  I  love  her. 

Both-  Like  War’s  are  Love’s  Alarms : , 

Tho’  Fatal  are  the  Chatnis, 

Who  can  give  over  > 

In  van  fofpiro,  e  bramo. 

Non  pojfo  fiu  fperar  j 
E  pur  io  amo. 

Exeunt  feverally.  i 


SCENE 
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SCENE  III.  A  Palace. 

Enter  Media,  Baldo. 

yied.  '  I*' HE  grieving  Princefs  to  revive, 

X  Is  there  no  Hope,  he’s  yet  alive  ? 

Bald.  Oh  \  Let  the  lofing  World  complain. 
Scythiass  Brave  Prince,  our  other  Hope  is  (lain. 

Tho’  great  Numbers  ’fcap’d  by  Flight, 

He,  with  the  reft,  fell  in  the  Night. 

While  with  our  Queen  the  Nation  mourns. 

Grief  to  revengeful  Fury  turns. 

X)ur  Troops,  of  whom  the  Van  alone 
Forc’d  Per^^j’s  Camp,  then  were  by  Fraud  o’erthrown, 
Now  more  wary  grown. 

Retreat,  but  to  give  the  Foe 
A  nobler  Overthrow. 

Med.  'The  Princefs  comes — Away — you  might  enrage 
The  Grief  I  wou’d  aflwage.  [Ex/V.  Bald. 


Enter  Cleora. 

AIR. 

H  y  muft  Sorrow  for  ever  attend  me, 
Never  end  me  I 
How  long  muft  I  crave 
For  Death,  and  the  Grave  ! 

Hopes  are  loft - What  i  mourn 

Can  ne’er,return. 

Life’s  all  Anguifh  :  ■ 

We  but  Languifli, 

And  our  Lofs  deplore. 

When  Love  is  no  more. 

Med. 
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Med.  Why  fliou’d  you  crave 
For  Death  and  the  Grave  ? 

Old  Maids  in  Defpair 
All  Hopes  may  give  over. 

But  the  Young,  and  the  Fair, 
Chufe  Life,  and  a  Lover. 

AIR. 


"T  yr  THEN-  One’s  gone,  n’er  keep  a  Fother; 

V  V  Get  another  !  get  another  ! 

Youth  and  Beauty  Ihould  be  gay. 

Cheer  up  and  again  be  Ihining, 

Never  whining,  r  "  . 

Nor  repining :  ' 

Among  Lovers  that’s  the  Way. 

Cleoragoes  out,  and  Media  follows  her,  fmgingtoher. 

iExeuntt 


Enter  Thomyris. 

Tho.  Weep  no  more !  or  weep  unfeen, 
Hopelefs  Mother  5  mournful  Queen ! 

Tho’  deepeft  in  a  Royal  Breft, 

Woe  muft  be  born,  yet  not  expreft. 

Oh  I  thou,  my  only  Hope,  my  Son, 

While  I  retire  to  weep  alone. 

Nobler  mourning  owing,. 

Shall  with  her  Tears  fee  Ter  fan  Blood  o’erflowing; 
AIR, 

HUmble  Shepherds,  Grief  may  pain  you  ^ 
But  no  Forms  in  Woe  reftrain  your  ' 

Your  Complaint  the  Pain  affwages. 

Fate  with  greater  Anguifh  tries  me  j 
Yet  the  common  Cure  denies  me. 

Grief  oppos’d,  more  fiercely  ragesi 
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Enter  Media,  who  throws  her  felf  hafiily  at 

the  Owens  Feet. 

Med.  Help!  Gracious  Queen!  Grant  Innocence 

(Relief. 

Tho.  Who  dares  intrude  on  Roy^I  Grief? 

Med.  Oh  !  Pardon !  In  this  dreadful  Hour, 

Be  Great  in  Mercy,  as  in  Pow’r !  . 

Unlefs  you  fave.  Chord  dies. 

Devoted  by  the  Crowd,  an  impious  Sacrifice. 

Tho.  Oh !  She  lefs  wretched  yet  than  I ! 

But  Juftice  bids  me  intervene  : 

The  weak  from  Lawlefs  Rage  t6  free, 

And  ftill  exert  the  Queen. 

Like  the  Thunder,  Guilt  alarming, 

Royal  Frowns  the  World  can  awe. 


Heav*n  with  Pow’r  our  Hands  is  arming 
“  To  maintain^  and  give  the  Law. 


{Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.  A  Temple. 

Enter  Cleora  as  a  ViSiim,  Friefts^  and  People. 

Cleo.  “irjrEAR  ye  Scythians,  e’er  I  fall ! 

JTjL  Heav’n,  hear  a  Royal  Vidim’s  Cali 
Ye  Pow’rs,  my  welcome  Death  forgive ! 

To  meet  my  Love,  my  Soul  is  flying. 

Since  for  him  I  could  not  live. 

With  Joy  for  him  Pm  dying. 


Enter 
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Thorny ris,  Guarcfs,  Media,  and  other  Attendants. 

Tho.  Forbear  ! —  Hold  your  Impious  Hand ! 

Refign  the  Royal  Maid  !  ’Tis  I  command. - 

Guards !  To  my  Tent  attend  her. - 

When  1  Protedt,  who  dares  offend  her  ? 

Cleo.  Why  muft  I  thank  you  for  the  Life  I  hate  ? 
Great  Queen,  how  wretched  is  my  Fate  ! 

[£x.  Cleora,  Media,  and  fome  Guards. 
Tho.  Then  what  is  mine!  Was  ever  known 
So  griev’d  a  Mother,  or  fo  dear  a  Son  ! 

He’s  loft ;  not  vanquilh’d,  but  betray’d. 

My  Hope,  my  Joy,  my  Son,  my  Darling’s  dead ! 
Scythians^  here  our  Lofs  bewailing, 

See  my  Tears, 

Hear  my  Pray’rs ! 

Join,  join  with  me  till  they’re  prevailing. 

Tho.  kflcels^  Y  E  Pow’rs !  I  for  Vengeance  call  I 
Let  the  Grand  Oppreffor  fall. 

Puniih  our  invading  Foes, 

Revenge  our  Wrongs,  and  give  the  World  Repofe. 
A  Shout.]  Hark  I  This  joyful  Scythian  Shout 
Declares  the  Perfian  Rout. 

’Tis  done,  Avenging  Pow’rs  I  ’Tis  done. 

And  ev’ry  Perfian  Mother  mourns  a  Son. 

AIR. 

SALL-Y,_faIiy,--E€forc  you  they’re  falling. 
Revenge  now  is  calling : 

Annoy  ’em, 

Deftroy  ’em  5 
Thro’  Fire, 

And  Water, 

H  Perdi- 
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Perdition, 

And  Slaughter. 


Your  Vengeance  purfuing, 

With  T  error  renewing  ' 

Defpair,  pale  Horror,  and  Ruin. 

[Ax.  Thom,  and  the  Peofle  Jhout  and  Ex. 


S  C  E  N  E  V.  The  Field. 


Enter  Tigranes  in  disorder ^  his  Sword  in  his  Hand^ 

as  from  Fight. 


CyruSy  glutted  now  with  Blood, 

Swells  with  his  own  the  Purple  Flood. 
Barr’d  a  Retreat,  in  vain  the  Perfians  By  5 


In  vain  they  Scythian  Mercy  try  : 

I  both  difdain  5  and  wou’d  but  bravely  die.-  . 


AIR. 


AIN  Ambition,  you  ever  fall  r 


Tho*^  ftill  you  try 


To  foar  fo  high^ 

You  ever  fall  f 

All  lofing,  •while  you  aim  at  all. 

FoV’rs,  who  with  great  Souls  inflame  U3^, 

Why  does  Reafon  ne’er  reclaim  us 
Till  our  Fate  is  paft  recall  ? 

Vain  Ambition,  ftill  you  fall,  iyrc. 

Enter  a  Party  of  Scythian  Soldiers^  whom  Tigranes  en¬ 
gages  till  he  is  wounded  5  and  Orontes  enters. 

Oro.  Hold !  Scythians  I- —  Let  a  nobler  Fate - 

Sdti^  fermate  il  pie,  Piu  nohil  Fato-^  Tigr. 
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Tigr.  Vidorious  Prince,  you  come  too  late— * 
Yet  enough  you  Fatal  prove. 

And  doubly  kill  me,  in  Chora’s  Love.  ' 

Oro.  Oh  !  Live !  Tho’  for  her  to  contend - 

Vizfi  per  contra ftarmi  il  fuo  pojfefo. 

Tigr.  Too  near  my  End, 

That  Comfort  Fate  denies. 

Oro.  Yet  ftrive  to  live —  Help  1  bear  hence 
The  wounded  Prince,  {The  Soldiers  lead 

And  fave  a  Life  a  Prize.  S  off  Tigranes. 

Voi  foccorrete  il  Principe  ferito,  e  Ax.  Tigranes 
E  una  TJita^  ch’io  ftimo  a  lai  ferbate.  I  Soldiers. 

Enter  Baldo. 

Bald.  Hail !  Prince,  who  the  Day  retriev’d, 

Who  came,  and  fav’d,  when  loft  believ’d ! 

To  your  Valor  Vidt’ry’s  owing. 

See  our  Tears  with  Joy  now  flowing : 

Soon  your  Sight  the  C^ieen  will  cheer. 

And  the  Princefs - 

Oro.  Oh  !  She’s  here. 

Oh  !  lei  fen  viene. 

Enter  Gleora. 

AIR. 

Cleo.ljT  Revive  now  you’re  returning, 

_R,  All  my  Mourning 
Is  loft  in  Joy. 

Oh  !  I  ne’er  can  bear  the  Pleafurei 
Sorrow  pain’d  above  all  Meafure  5 
Joyful  Tranfports  now  deftroy. 

H  2 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Tigranes  [upported. 

“  Cleo.  Oh  !  Like  a  fatal  Dart, 

“  Surprize,  and  Pity  wound  my  Heart. 

“  Tigranes ! — who  this  Sight  can  bear ! 

“  Tig.  Oh  !  you  o’er-pay  me  with  a  Tear. 

“  You  give  Pleafure  in  De4>air. 

“  I  muft  leave  you. 

“  I’ll  not  grieve  you. 

“  To  Superior  Merit  due. 

While  Life  and  you  I  lofe,  let  others  for  you  live. 
“  When  a  pitying  Tear  you  give, 

“  ’Tis  more  to  die  for  you. 

C/g’o.  Unhappy  Prince  1 

Exit.  Tigranes  Supported. 


Enter  Thomyris. 

Ore.  The  Queen  !  [Kneels. 

La  Regina. 

The.  My  Son ! 

Oh  !  rife  !  thou  Guardian  of  my  Throne  t 
Ore.  No  !  Let  me  rootM  here  remain. 

Till  I  from  you  new  Life  obtain. 

Can  I  without  Clear  a  live  ? 

Life  without  Love  no  Joy  can  give. 

No,  lafciate,  chio  non  pofo 
Yiver  mai  fen^a  Clear  a. 

Chi  [a  viver  fenza  amare 
Non  fa  viver,  via  penare. 

Th. 
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Tho.  Rife !  be  happy  5 
I  comply. 

Oro.  Oh  !  .now  you  drown  my  $oul  with  Joy. 
0  qual  gioia  il  cor  tninonda  ! 

AIR. 

Tho.  Leafure  calls :  Fond  Hearts  recover ! 

W  Fears  are  over. 

Let  the  Lover 
At  laft  enjoy. 

May  the  Paffion  fweetly  pain  you. 

Kindly  chain  you, 

And  never  cloy. 

Oron.  Soul  of  Pleafure,  now  to  you 
I  for  Life  again  muR  fue. 

The  Queen  permits  Pcflfelllng  5 

But  Heav’n,  and  you,  muft  grant  the  Blcffing. 

Or  dimando  a  voi  la  vita., 

Mio  Tejor  !  Doppo  Tomiri 
Tocca  al  ado,  e  tocca  a  voi 
accordarla  a  i  miei  defiri.. 

I ^rr  — - ‘-1 — . ^ mt-^nr\-  mtmrn 

“  Cleo.  Oh !  ask  no  more  what  Fate’s  denying 
“  Let  me  rather  (hare  the  Ruin 
“  All  my  Perfian  Friends  purfuing,. 

“Than  blulh  at  my  complying., 

“  Oron.  Oh  !  Reprieve  me. 

“  C/eo.  Leave  me  !  Leave  me ! 

“  Med.  When  of  Friends  War  has  bereft  me, 
“  Will  you  lofe  the  laft  that’s  left  you.' 

‘  Cleo.  Hope’s  denied  me. 
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“  Oren.  Then  I  muft  no  longer  fuc: 

“  Adieu  !  Adieu,  to  Life,  and  you.  [Going. 

“  Cleo.  Oh  !  Mortal  Anguifli !  Oh  !  my  Fears  1 
“  Stay  !  ’tis  more  than  Death  to  lofe  you. 

i  *  . . ..rt*!  I  HI  . . .  .IJH^ 

Give  me  Time  to  dry  my  Tears^ 

I  wou’d,  but  Love  cannot  refufe  you, 

Oron.  Oh,  Joy  I  Oh,  Blefling  ! 

Part  exprefling. 


l  acere : 


Dolce  Qioia  !  h 

A  I  R, 

Cko.  "i”  Oft  in  Pleafure, 
i  A  Love  beguiling. 

Oh  i  you  difarm  me^ 
Oron.  Oh,  my  Treafure ! 

Kindly  Smiling, 

Oh !  how  you  charm  me. 
Oh  I  mia  vita  I 
Oh  !  mia  fpeme  ! 

,  Oh  I  mio  Ttforo! 


“  Tho.  Blefs  the  Pow’rs  that  grant  the  Blefting 
“  MeJ.  Let  the  wondering  World  applaud  ! 
Oron.  Share  our  Joys,  all  Hearts  poflefling  j 
All.  Lov’d  at  Home,  and  fear’d  Abroad. 
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CHORUS. 

Lgve  and  Vertue  the  Conquefi  obtain. 

Peace  Jhall  lajl  j 
Freedom  by  Vnion  jhall  gain : 

All  Danger  k  pajt. 

ViPlorious,  , 

And  GlorionSj 
Aftrea’5  Reign 
The  Bleffingi  jhall  maintain^ 
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